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perhaps both, wished to worship their gods on the high places,
as they always had done. In Ghaldea they had to make the
high places with their own hands, and the account of the
building of the Tower of Babel is the iccord of such an event.
Impressive as the Ziggurat of Ur is, even in decay, it
must have been an amazing sight when the platforms rose
above the plain in bands of vivid colour, the lower stages
in black, the upper in red, and the shrine in blue with a roof
of gilded metal. And when the priests in coloured robes
ascended and descended the ramps, or escorted the statue of
the deity down to some great festival, well may the scene
have inspired, as Sir Leonard Woolley suggests it may have
done, the dream of Jacob's Ladder, with its train of angels
going up and down.

I climbed the Ziggurat by the very ramp, uncovered during
the excavations, which the worshippers used twenty-three
centuries before Christ. It was a strange feeling to explore
a structure that was old when Abraham lived; a temple whose
vast ground space had last seen the light of day centuries
before the Pyramids were built. I noticed the regular rows
of slits, like loop-holes in a fortress wall, which puzzled the
excavators until they realised their object. These slits go
straight through the outer casing of burnt brick and bitumen
into the solid, unbaked mud core of the structure. They
were put there to drain moisture from the building and
were accepted by the archaeologists until it occurred to
them that there would be nothing to drain! The bricks and
the mud core would have lost all moisture soon after the
erection of the building, and provision had been made to
lead off the occasional torrential rains. What then was the
object of this elaborate drainage system? The answer was
provided by an inscription made by the last king of Babylon,
Nabonidus, whose antiquarian exploits I have already men-
tioned. He found the Ziggurat of Ur in ruins and restored
it, taking care to mention in his inscription that he had cleared
it of " fallen branches " Then at once it became clear that
the platforms had been planted with trees, and the drainage
holes carried off the water which irrigated the terraces.

When I reached the top of the Ziggurat, which is about
fifty feet above the plain, I looked round at a view I shall